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squaw take the putrefying skins of animals previously killed and
gorged and boil them for soup. Yet despite their precarious exist-
ence, few human beings had their physical endurance. When hunt-
ing in poor country in summer, a Beaver brave would tie a bandana
round his forehead to keep perspiration from blinding him and
dog-trot all day long after moose, covering fifty miles.
The factor at Fort St. John was hospitable and treated us to
fresh vegetables out of his garden. I had heard so much about the
hunting prowess of the Beavers that I wanted to watch them in
action, if I could. The factor knew of a hunting party then en-
camped down the river about forty miles, so we bade good-bye to
him and resumed our journey. We found the camp about three
miles above the mouth of a good-sized tributary of the Peace called
Moose Creek; and one of the hunters, a young brave named Oule,
consented to let me accompany him on a three-day hunt which
would start next morning. Later I discovered that Oule was the
most celebrated hunter of his tribe. His tribal name was "The
Wolf," given to him because of his ability to run a moose down
in deep snow and kill it with a knife.
These Beaver Indians lived and travelled in clans of a dozen or
so families. Each family hunted alone in turn, and when game
was killed the others moved in and feasted on the meat as com-
munal property. Scarcity of men had made the tribe polygamous.
Oule had four wives and lived with each three months of the year.
My partner and I made camp some distance away from this
village to be apart from its dogs. Hordes of mongrel curs, all with
a strain of wolf blood, followed these hunting clans. In winter
the Indians fed and harnessed the strongest dogs to sleds, but in
summer left them all to shift for themselves. They became the
wiliest thieves imaginable. The only safe way to keep food supplies
was to cache them on platforms held up on tall poles.
Having grunted his consent to have my company, Oule left me
to fend for myself, as I supposed; yet when I reached the Indian
camp at dawn next day I found a cayuse saddled for me. With
Oule went two of his sons, aged fourteen and twelve, and two
tough old Huskies, who were good bear dogs. We started off
single file at a clip that made it hard for me to keep up, though
I was a good horseman. We followed an Indian trail—a mere

